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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Yea, by the chastened jest alone 
Will ghosts and terrors pass; 
And fays, and merry friendly things 
Throw kisses through the glass. 

THE SOUL OF THE GAMBLER 

Where now the huts are empty, 
Where never a camp-fire glows, 
In an abandoned canon 
A gambler's ghost arose. 

He muttered there, "The moon's a sack 
Ofdu$t." His voice rose thin: 
"I wish I knew the miner man; 
I'd play, and play to win. 

"In every game in Cripple Creek 
Of old, when stakes were high, 
I held my own. Now I would play 
For that sack in the sky. 

"The sport would not be ended there. 
'Twould rather be begun. 
I'd bet my moon against His stars, 
And gamble for the Sun." 

WHAT THE MINER IN THE DESERT SAID 

The moon's a brazen water-keg, 
A wondrous water-feast. 
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The Moon is a Mirror 



If I could climb the sands and drink 
And give drink to my beast, 

If I could drain that keg, the flies 
Would not be biting so, 
My burning feet be spry again, 
My mule no longer slow, 

And I could rise and dig for ore 
And reach my fatherland, 
And not be food for ants and hawks, 
And perish in the sand. 



WHAT THE MOON SAW 

Two statesmen met by moonlight; 
Their ease was partly feigned. 
They glanced about the prairie, 
Their faces were constrained. 

In various ways aforetime 

They had misled the state, 

Yet did it so politely 

Their henchmen thought them great. 

They sat beneath a hedge and spake 
No word, but had a smoke. 
A satchel passed from hand to hand 
Next day the deadlock broke. 
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